92       MY LADY OF ORANGE

but the burghers, who had more to lose
and less reason far to believe my way the
best, now looked askance at me again.
And as Caspar and I walked back to our
quarters for a scanty meal, the little
tfirongs at street corners hissed and jeered.
Darkness came over Breuthe, and the
watchers went back to their homes to pray.
The wind had gone round to the west, and
clouds were scurrying over the dark sky.
Gaspar and I stood by a tower on the
ramparts alone. There were lights and
fires in the camp below us

" A good nightforflitting/' quoth Caspar*
" Ay/' I said shortly
For hours we stood there silent, the only
noise near us a sentry's footsteps or the
grating of the stone as we shifted our feet.
But from the camp came a steady hum,
as always; a Spanish camp does not sleep
early.

The night grew blacker yet, and the stars
went out slowly. There came a spot or
two of rain, and Caspar pulled his cloak
round bin*. One by one the fires in the
OKip <fied out into the blue darkness, aad